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Gladys Edgerton 



Rising from passion and glad desire 
Into the sun's heart higher and higher. 

Flown from the world, 

Blown like a breath, 
You leave me earth-rooted 

And wedded to death, 
Wasting for lips I have never known, 
Hoarding my fragrance for you alone ! 



MY SEPULCHRE 

The flame blue of heaven glows overhead, 
Under my halting feet crisp leaves burn red. 
Oh, what an ecstasy now to be dead ! 

Oh, what an ecstasy now to lie down 

One "with the autumn earth pulsing and brown — 

So in the sunlight to slumber and drown ! 

To drown in a sea of gold, melt into air 

Crisp with the tang of frost, pungent and rare — 

Sunshine my sepulchre, wind my last prayer! 

Gladys Edgerton 
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